THE SCENE IS CHANGED

borrowed something of their owner's freshness of spirit, far
removed from the scholarly. This is no place to record
more than a glimpse of Craig, who has been mistrusted by
his countrymen as only a man can be who writes as well as
he draws, and talks as well as either, and prefers living in
France or Italy ; who has never concealed his revolutionary
aims in theatre design and practice, and has acquired a
European name like those of Appia or Stanislavsky ; and
in fact who proposes to be well remembered when many of
his English theatre contemporaries are forgotten.
Over dinner we talked of The Mask, which he had
managed to bring out for years; and of other theatre pro-
jects of the past and future. He had lately produced Ibsen's
The Pretenders at the State Theatre in Copenhagen ; but his
last London production had been The Vikings as far back
as 1903. Coming down with me to the gate at midnight,
he had many recommendations of theatre interest for Naples,
Sicily and Greece ; but he had difficulty in recalling names.
Apart from written or printed drama, I think Craig must
have forgotten more about theatre than the rest of us ever
knew.
Next day our brand-new liner, her paint scarcely dry,
cast off from the pier to an accompaniment of salvos from
shore batteries and warships, sirens from every vessel in
port, speeches from notabilities, national anthems from a
band and huzzas from the Genoese multitude. Soon we
were out in the bay, receding from a city which loomed
like a vast theatre intent (as in fact it was) upon our perform-
ance. This was decidedly a spectacle for the solitary and
undistracted looker-on; as was also the flow of Chianti,
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